io8	NUDA  VERITAS
letters that I had addressed to Wilfred came back» to me
" killed in action " scrawled in red pencil across the address,
(These lie unopened in a drawer for Dick some day to open.)
In his writing desk we found a letter addressed to me,
written before he left for France.   He said:
" You will only read this if I am dead, and remember that as you
read it I shall be by your side: you will know that I shall be saying
to you—' Now pull yourself together/ There is nothing to cry about,
only is there a great happiness in that he did not fail and that he has
done the big thing; he has got into his eleven; he has won his
colours; it is up to me to be proud of him and glad for him and not
to weep. My head is up, my chin is out and I take my step forward
into my new existence conscious that he is watching and approving,
" Remember that all over England are broken hearts and ruined
lives, remember that one splendid woman, such as you are, refusing
to weep, and hugging her soul with pride at a soldier's death, will
consciously or unconsciously stiffen up and bring comfort to these.
" Remember also that my death is only an iota and that others have
died and will die as I have done. Only by your strength and power
can you gain me distinction and cover me with glory. No one is to
wear mourning and if they hold a memorial service I want it to be
helpful and not' morne.' The war march of the priests fromf Athalie*
—no dead inarch, and jolly (!) hymns,
f< God keep you and help you and bring my little Margaret up
happily.
"I can leave you nothing, darling, except the memory of years,
and you know what our life together has been. Surely if perfection
is attained we have attained it."
My pity was for Wilfred's mother. Her first son, killed in
the Boer War, had crushed the joy of life in her, years before.
This second blow was one from which she never could recover.
She was a sensitive, sweet, saintly woman. I called her
" Mother Mary/1 She had the face of our Mother of Sorrows*
I realized, even then, that a husband or a lover could be replaced
—but a son, never.
I had my new-born, but she had lost all she loved best,
and she was in the evening of her days.

